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THE ECHO
WHERE do these voices stray Which lose in woods their way? Erring each step anew, While they false paths pursue. Through many windings led. Some crookedly proceed: Some to the ear turn back Asking which way to take, Wandering \vithout a guide They holloa from each side, And call and answer all To one another's call. Whence may these sounds proceed, From woods, or from the dead? Sure, souls here once forlorn, The living fnake their scorn. And shepherds that lived here, Now ceasing to appear, Mock thus in scorn the fair That would not grant their prayer; While nymphs their voices learn And mock them in return: Or if at least the sound Does from the woods rebound, The woods of them complain Who shepherds' vows disdain. Woods and rocks answer all To the wronged lover's call,102                          RICHARD    LEIGH                  b.  1649

THE ECHO
WHERE do these voices stray
Which lose in woods their way?
Erring each step anew,
While they false paths pursue.
Through many windings led.
Some crookedly proceed:
Some to the ear turn back
Asking which way to take,
Wandering \vithout a guide
They holloa from each side,
And call and answer all
To one another's call.
Whence may these sounds proceed,
From woods, or from the dead?
Sure, souls here once forlorn,
The living fnake their scorn.
And shepherds that lived here,
Now ceasing to appear,
Mock thus in scorn the fair
That would not grant their prayer;
While nymphs their voices learn
And mock them in return:
Or if at least the sound
Does from the woods rebound,
The woods of them complain
Who shepherds' vows disdain.
Woods and rocks answer all
To the wronged lover's call,